- Po'emsl 

Take heede (deere heart) of this large priviledgej 
The hatdeft knife ill us’d doth loofe his edge. 


ComfUitttfor bis Loves Ah fence, 

IJOw like a Winter hath nay abfcncc beenc 
^From thecitlie pleafurc ot the fleeting yeare / 
What freezings have I fclt^whatdarke dales fccne? 
What old Decembers barenefle every where ? 

And yet this time remov’d was fommeis time. 

The teemmg Autnmne big with rich increafcj 
Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime, 

Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deccafe ; 
Yet this aboundanc ifluc Teem’d to me> 

But hope of Orphans jandun-fathcrcd finite. 

For Sommer and hisplcafures waite on thee. 

And thou away, the very birds arc mute. 

Or if they (ing,tis with fo dull a chccre. 

That leaves looke pale, dreading the Winters ncare* 
From you have I beene abfent in the fpnng. 

When proud pide April! (dreft in ail his trim) 

Hath put a fpirit of youth in every thing : 

That heavic Saturne laught and leapt with him. 

Yet no: the laics of birds, nor the fwcec fmcll 
of different flowers in odor and in hew, 

Could make me any fonamers ftory tell : 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they g^cw* 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white. 

Nor praife ihe deepe V ermiUion in the Rofc# 



Pe'eme^/ 

hey were but fwcetcjbut figures oFdelight: 
tjrawnc after \ou,you paticrne of all thofe. 

Yet feem’d it winter ftill, and yck away, 

As with yoUr fliaddow I with thefe did play. 

The forward violet thus did 1 chide. 

Sweet thcefc whence did ft thou fteale thy fwcet that finds, 
If not from my loves breath.the purple pride, 

Which on thy foft chceke for complexion dwells ? 

In my loves veinct thou haft too groflely died^ 

The Lilly I condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of Marjerom had ftolne ihyhaffe. 

The Rofes fcarefullyon thornesdid ftand. 

Our blufliing ftiamc,another white difpaire : 

A third nor red, nor white, had ftolne of both j 
And to his fobbry ha J annuct thy breath. 

But for his theft in pride of all his growth^ 

A vcngcfull canker cate him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee. 

But fwcet, ot colour it had ftolne from thee. 


invocation to bh Mufi. 

^Herc art thou Mufe that thou forget ft fo long. 

To fpeake of that which gives ihcc all thy might ? 
Spendft thou thy fury on fomc worthleflc fong, 

I^arkning thy power to lend bafe fubjeds light. 

Rccurne fbrgetfull Miifc, and ftraight rcdccmc. 

In gentle numbers time fo idcly fpent , 

Sing to the care that doth thy laiescfteeme^ 

And give thy pen both skill and arguments 

£ Rilii 



